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If e'er when faith had falFn asleep, I heard a voice " believe no more" And heard an ever-breaking shore
That tumbled in the Godless deep;
A warmth within the heart would melt The freezing reason's colder part, And like a man in wrath the heart
Stood up and answer'd " I have felt."
No, like a child in doubt and fear;
But that blind clamour made me wise;
Then was I as a child that cries, But, crying, knows his father near;
And what I am beheld again
What is, and no man understands; And out of darkness came the hands
That reach thro' nature, moulding men.
He had been reading the eighth chapter of Romans, and said that he thought that St Paul fully recognized in the sorrows of Nature and in the miseries of the world a stumbling-block to the divine idea of God, but that they are the preludes necessary as things are to the higher good1. "For myself," he said, "the world is the shadow of God," and then he referred to Jowett's commentary on this chapter:
As we turn from ourselves to the world around us, the prospect on which we cast our eyes seems to reflect the tone and colour of our own minds, and to share our joy and sorrow. To the religious mind it seems also to reflect our sins. We cannot indeed speak of the misery of the brute creation, of whose constitution we know so little ; nor do we pretend to discover in the loveliest spots of earth indications of a fallen world. But when we look at the vices and diseases of mankind, at the life of labour in which animals are our partners, at the aspect in modern
i Cf. St John xvi. 21, 22.